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I was in torture. At length he walked off to another
group, and I found myself once more alone, apparently
without a single chance of keeping tip the ball. I felt as if
every one were watching with wonder the strange, awkward,
ugly, silent boy. I coined my cheek into a base smile, but
I found that it would not pass. I caught the eye of the
Baroness ; she beckoned me to come to her. I joined her
without delay. She introduced me to a lady who was
sitting at her side. This lady had a son at the college, and
asked me many questions. I answered in a nervous, rapid
manner, as if her son were my most intimate Mend, gave
the anxious mother a complete detail of all his occupations,
and praised the institution up to the seventh heaven. I
was astonished at the tone of affection with which the
Baroness addressed me, at the interest which she took in
everything which concerned me. It was ever * Oontarini,
dear,' ' Oontarini, my love,' ' You have been riding to-day.
Where have you been? I have hardly had time to speak to
you. He only came home to-day. He is looking vastly
well.' 'Very well, indeed.' 'Very niuch grown.' *0h!
amazingly.' c Quite a beau for you, Baroness.' i Oh! yes,
quite delightful.'

What amiable people! I thought, and what would I give
to be once more in old Winter's cottage!

The door opened; the Chevalier de Winter was an-
nounced. My fellow-traveller entered the room, though I
could scarcely recognise him in his rich and even fanciful
dress, and adorned with his brilliant order. I was struck
with his fine person, his noble carriage, and his highly-
polished manner. Except my father, I had never seen so
fcrue a nobleman. The Baron went forward to receive him
with his most courteous air and most fascinating smile.
I withdrew as he led him to my mother. I watched the
Baroness as she rose to greet him. I was surprised at the
warmth of her welcome, and the tone of consideration with
which she received him Somo of the guests, who were tlii